Droning of the ^Bees

V

It is a morning in the South, early in the year. The almond is in
blossom.

But there is not long to wait. In a moment or two the key has
been found and we go into the church. It is long and high, with a
Mudejar ceiling, work which is, at once, the spider and the
honeycomb. From its long, thin shape it is more a chapel than a
church. The walls are lined with coloured tiles, or azulejos. And
there are tombs and canopies and many altars. No one ever comes
here. It was with difficulty that the key turned in the door. But
listen! listen! What can be that droning? It is like the wings of
bees, like the wild bees in the tomb of Agamemnon. There, they
come in through a crevice, and their droning is in the dome of
the tomb chamber, above where the golden masks lay in the dust
of ages. Here, too, it is high up, near the ceiling, close to the
artesinado. It keeps to the gilded honeycombs. But no need for
more. It is the droning of the nuns.

Along the walls are tombs of knights who died in battle,
princes and great men in their time. This praying, praying, is
equivalent to the dusting of their effigies, though none know
their names, or can read what is written there. It is one sort of
immortality, an earthly one, a kind of paid flattery, but better
than oblivion. Or is it better to be forgotten? Perhaps it is only
if a young knight lies buried that there is truth and pathos in those
tears and in the waving of those wings. For that is the sound.
That is the music and its meaning. But listen! listen again and
think upon it! The sound is droning, droning. These are the
metamorphoses of insects, little beings whom we look upon with
horror, but they are changed into court ladies, virgin princesses,
priestesses, and nuns.

Their grille, or balcofly, is at the far end, opposite the altar.
But you cannot look at them. An iron lattice with golden flowers
and roses goes up to the ceiling, though the thicket stops short of
that, and there are but the empty panes or mullions. The droning,
droning, is behind the grille and comes down, down, while they
are spinning, for its sound is not of idleness, not the insects in a
summer wood at evening, not a droning for pleasure but a honey-
taking, yet something more slumbrous, more domestic, more